A   STAG-HUNT
deer. The excitement was tremendous. Eventually,
of course, the inevitable happened. The unhappy beast
fell to the gun of Uncle Josiah. But before that ineluc-
table denouement took place,. I remember being in a
narrow lane leading to the brook, when the deer leapt
just over my head, from one hedge to the other. Even
now, I can feel the wind of him as he went over. The
hide, I think, went to Mr. Chope, and the venison was
divided between the sportsmen. So intense had been
the excitement among these devotees of the chase when
it was first announced that a deer had made its appearance
in the neighbourhood, that none of them had thought of
making enquiries as to where it had come from. No
sooner, however, had the stag been laid low, than the
news spread like wildfire that it had escaped from the
herd of deer in the grounds of Hartland Abbey, the seat
of Sir George Stucley. Perhaps it was because the spoil
was divided so as to satisfy everybody, perhaps it was
prudence born of the consciousness of their common
guilt—at all events, whatever the explanation, this most
irregular event seems never to have become public
property/ Such was the story of the slaughtered deer,
in the words, as near as I can recall them, in which Lane
used to relate it.
Those who hold that real education is something more
than a mere matter of classes and examinations and
organised sport; those who consider that what goes in at
the eye is no less important than what goes in at the ear,
will readily understand how salutary was the effect that
these country sights and sounds would naturally have on
an impressible and intelligent boy* 'It does not seem pos-
sible*, says Anatole France, Tor a man to have an alto-*
gather common cast of mind whose young days were

